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71 TheTragedy o/XMiello 

How doc you Madamjh© w doc you my good Lady ? 

Def Faith halfc afleepe. 

Em. Good Madam, what's the matter with my Lord ? 
Def With who? 

Em, Why with iny Lord Madam. 

Def. I ha none, doc- not ralkc to me Emillia , 

I cannot wecpe,nor anfwcr haue I none. 

But what fhould goc by water : precthec to night 
Lay on my bed our wedding fhceces, remember, 

And cal l thy husband hifher. 

Em. Here is a char ge indeed. Exit. 

'Def Tis meets I fhould be vide fo, very well ; 

How haue I bin bcliau’djthachc might fticke 
The fmallcft opinion, on my great eft abufe. 

lag. What is your pleafure Madam, Enter Iago. 
How ift with you ? And Emillia. 

Def I cannot tell •• thofe that doc teach young babes 
Doe it with gentle meanes,iod eafie taskes. 

He might ha chid me fo, for in good faith, 

I am a child at chiding. 

lag, What is the matter Lady? 

Em. Aias Iago, my Lord hath fo bewhot’d her, 

Throwne fuch defpite,and hcauy termes vpon her. 

As trueheartscannot beare. 

Def. Am I that name /<*£*? 
lag. What name faire Lady ? 

Def Such as (he fayes my Lord did fay I was ? 

Em. He call'd her whore .* A begger in his drinkc. 
Could r.ot haue layed fuch tcarmes vpon his Caller. 
lag. Why did he i’o. ? 

Def, I doe not know,I am fure I am none fuch. 
lag. Doe not weepe,doc not weepe alas the day. 

Em. Has fhe forfookc fo many noble marches, 

Her Father, and her Countrey,all her friends, 

To be caid whore f would it not make one weepe ? 

Def. It is my wretched-fortune. 

lag. Belhrew him for it; how comes this trickc vpon nun 
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l iff May ,heauen doth know. 

Ettt. I will be hang’djiffome eternall villaine. 

Some bufie and infinuating rogue. 

Some cogging, coutening flaue,to get fome office, 

Hcuenoc dcuifde this flander,?le be bang’d clfc. 
lag, Fie,there is no fuch man, it is impoffible. 

Def. If any fuch there be,heauen pardon him, 

Em. A halter pardon him, and hell gnaw his bones: 

Why fhould he call her whore f who keepes her company? 

What place, what time, what for me.whac likelihood? 

The Moore’s abus’d by fome outragious knaue : 

Somebafe notorious knavte/omefeuruy fellow, 

0 heauen, that fuch companions thoudft vnfold. 

And put in eucry honeft hand a whip. 

To lalh the rafcall naked through the world, 

Euen from the Eaft to the Weft. 
lag. Speakc within dorcs. 

Era. O fie vpon him; fome fuch fquire he was. 

That turnd your wit, the feamy fide without. 

And made you to fulpedf me with the Moore. 
lag. Y ou are a foole,goe to. 

Def. O Good Iago, 

What (hall I doe to win my Lordagaine ? 

Good friend goe to him, for by this light of bcauen, 

1 know not how I loft him. 

lag. I pray you be content, tis but bis humour. 

The bufineffc of the State does hirri offence, 

And he docs chide with you. 

Def Ift’werc no other. 
lag. Tis but fo,I warrant you; 

Harke how thefe Inftruments funomon you to lupper. 

Aid the great Mcfllngersof Venice ftiy, 

Goein,and weepe not,all things fliall be well. Exit re omen. 

How now Rtdsrigo ? Enter Roderigo, 

Rod. I doe not finde that thou dealft iuflly with me. 
lag. What in the contrary } 

R»d. Eucry day, thoudofttft me, with fome deuilc Iago-, 
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